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SPECIAL PUBLICATIONS, MUSEUM OF TEXAS TECH UNIVERSITY

HUGH GENOWAYS

Dear Robert:
This is the letter that I always intended to write, but
never found the right time to do it, so now seems as good a
time as any. I want to take this opportunity to thank you for
all of your kindness to me and my family over the years. I
arrived in Lubbock in early September in 1971 with a newly
minted Ph.D. and no idea of how to survive in a fairly hostile
academic environment. You took me under your wing and
guided me through five interesting years. I know that there
was no reason that you needed to do that because you were
already a well-established faculty member. To me, it was
done out of your kindness and your desire to see me succeed. This is something that I can never repay, although we
did waste hours trapping Cratogeomys at the Old Lubbock
Airport. The succeeding years were a pure joy for me with
time and effort doing fieldwork with you, both foreign and
domestic.
I want to thank you for being a friend and colleague
for nearly 50 years, but no years were more important to me
than those first five years at Texas Tech. My recollection
of our first meeting was when I came to Lubbock in the fall

of 1969. I was in serious need of help getting karyotypes
analyzed for my Liomys to complete my dissertation at the
University of Kansas. As I recall, your "lab" was in the old
Science Building, sharing a room with the mammal research
collection, and in my memory there were live animals in a
small room at the back. With your time and help, those Liomys chromosomes were rescued from the edge of oblivion.
Fast forward two years. I am arriving in Lubbock in
early September with a two-year post-doc position to work
on the mammals of Nicaragua, a wife and child, and no
place to call "home." It was an interesting situation with
four established mammalogists-Knox, Dilford, Bob, and
you-already on campus. It was clear from the very start
who was at the bottom of the academic totem pole. My"office" was a small desk in the entryway to the office complex
of the senior mammalogists in the basement of the recently
completed building of The Museum of Texas Tech University.
And I had my Nicaraguan mammals that were on loan from
KU. Before the first weekend in Lubbock someone rushed
through my small space and asked if I wanted to go gopher
trapping on Saturday. As with any mammalogist, pocket
gopher trapping was always on my agenda.

ENCOMIA

Saturday dawned cold, rainy, windy (as it turned out
every day was windy in Lubbock, no matter the weather), but
you arrived promptly at 9 am. We were off in your pickup
truck heading down the Brownfield Highway. At some predetermined place along the highway, we came to a stop and
parked along side the road. It was still cold, raining, and, of
course, windy, which were not ideal conditions for trapping
gophers, but we carried on. Neither one of us wanted to be
first to mention how nutty it was to be out digging holes in
this weather. Fortunately, the soil was sandy because we
were setting some large traps that I had never seen beforethe Baker-Williams live pocket gopher traps. As everyone
knows, where there are sandy roadsides there are always
sandburs, and this area seemed to be the capital of sandbur
country. We set five or six traps and almost immediately
caught two pocket gophers. After setting a few more traps,
you said that we had to go and you headed for your truck
with me trailing along behind. It was a short but very fast
trip down Highway 62 to Meadow and the first open bar that
we saw. In we went, and you ordered up a coca-cola and
downed it in about two breaths. This was my introduction to a
diabetes crash and the need for sugar. This incident in endless
variations was played out many times in the next 50 years.
Our return trip to the gopher traps was more leisurely. We
had two more gophers and by mutual agreement we agreed
that we had had a fine morning of trapping, considering the
weather conditions, and it was time to return Lubbock. These
pocket gophers ultimately were used in our description of
Geomys knoxjonesi.
The next five years were more of the same. Never did
you treat me as anything but a colleague. You were a mentor
and an advisor. You taught me how to navigate the pitfalls
of academia. At many points you were my defender and at
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others you were my advocate. You made a barely tolerable
situation fun. Then there was work in Guadeloupe Mountains
National Park and we were co-principal investigators. This
brought Peggy O'Connell and John Comely as graduate
students to head up the field work. Soon thereafter was the
NSF grant to study bats in the West Indies and a trip through
the islands with "John" (Bickham) and "John" (Patton). This
led us to be setting mist nets at the edge of a mangrove swamp
not far from Pointe-a-Pitre on the island of Guadeloupe on
the night of29 July 1974. We went home that night with 4
specimens of 2 species that we knew were new to science.
By 1976, I had a new office all of my own in the Natural
Sciences Research Laboratory, an appointment as curator
of mammals, an adjunct appointment in the Department of
Biological Science, and a lectureship in the Museum Science
Program. You had a direct hand in all ofthese except the last.
The hardest decision in my young career was deciding to leave dear old TTU, but we both agreed that it was
necessary for me to get out on my own. It proved to be a
good decision forme and it did not interfere with our chasing
bats in Colombia, Suriname, and several islands in the West
Indies or "running" the American Society ofMammalogists
and SWAN. The final publication of our island work is included in this memorial volume. By count, we co-authored
48 papers. I was surprised at the number but we did work at
it. Over the years, I tried to find a way to say "thank you" for
the support but these words seem inadequate, so I have gone
in search of other words that could convey a meaning closer
to my feelings. The words beholden, indebted, obligated, or
appreciative attracted my attention.
With Deepest Appreciation, Hugh

